i nc mnortt of 

Prin. What faieft thou , miftris quickly ? how docth thyhuf- 
band?/louehim well, be is an hone A man. 

Host, Good my Lord hearc me. 

Falfl. Prethcc let her alone, and lift to me. 

'7 J rm: What fay ft thou /acke? 

Falf The other night, /fell afleepe here, behind the Arras, 
and had my pocket pickttthis houfe is turn’d bawdy houfc , they 
picke pockets. 

Prin. What didft thou lofe./acke? 

Falf. Wilt thou beleeue me, Hal? three or fourc bonds of for- 
ty pound apiece, and a fealc ring of my grandfathers. 

Prin. A trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

Hoji. So /told him, my Lord, and I laid, I heard your grace 
lay fo : and my Lord hee fpeakes mod vilely of you, like a foulc 
mouth’d man, as he is, and laid he would cudgell you. 

Trines What he did not? 

Hoji. There’s ncitherfaith, truth, nor womanhood in me clfc. 

Falfl. There’s no more faith in thee, then a iftued prune, nor 
no more trueth in thee , then in a drawne foxc ; and for woman- 
hood , maid Marion may bee the deputies wife of the ward to 
thee. G'o,you thing, go. 

Hofi. Say, what thing, what thing? 

Falfl. What thing ? why, a thing to thanke God on. 

Ho/I, /am nothing to thanke God on, I would thou fliouJdft 
know it , /am an honeft mans wife , and fetting thy knighthood 
afide,thou art a knaue to call mefo. 

Faijt, Setting thy womanhood afide,thou art a beaft to fay o- 
therwife. 


llofi. Say, wbat beaft , thou knaue thou? 

Falfl. What beaft? why, an Otter. 

Prin, An Otter, fir /ohn ? why an Otter? 

Falfi. Why? (lice’s neither fiili nor ficfli , a man knowes not 
where tohaue her. 

Hofi. Thou art an vniuft man , in faying fo, thou or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knaue thou, 

Prin. 1 hou layft true, Hoftcfle, and he (launders thee nioft 
groffely. 

Iioji. So he doth you, my Lord, and laid this other day, You 

ought 




JJtnrie the fourth. 


ouehthim athoufand pound. 

Trince Sirra,doe/oweyouathoufandpound. 

Falf. A thoufand pound, Hal ? a million : thy love is worth a 

million : thou owe ft me thy loue. 

Hoji. Nay, my Lord, hee cald pou Iackc , and faid hee would 

cudgell you. 

Falf. Did I, Bardoll? 

gar. Indeed, fir /ohn, you faid fo. 

Falfi Yea, if hefaid my ring was copper. 

Tri. I fay.t’is copper.-dareft thou be as good as thy word now ? 
Falf. Why, Hal? thou knoweft, as thou art but a man, / dare, 

but as thou art Prince, I fcarc thee, as /feare the roaring of the 

Lyons whelpc. 

Prin. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Falf The king himfelfe, is to bee feared as the Lyon r doeft: 
thou thinke ile feare thee, as / fearc thy father? nay , and / doe, I 
pray God my girdle breake. 

Prin. O, if it ftiould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees? 
but firra, there’s no roorae for faith, trueth , nor honeftie , in this 
bofbme of thine. It is all fill’d vp with guttes, and nndriffe. 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket ? why, thou 
horefon impudent iroboft rafcall, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauerne reckonings, memorandums of bawdy hou- 
fes,and one poore peniworth of Sugar- candie to make thee long 
winded : if thy pocket were inricht with any other iniuries but 
thefc , I am a villaine 5 and yet you will (land to it, you will not 
pocket vp wrong : art thou not afharaed? 

Fal. Doeft thou hare, Hal? thou knowft in the Hate of inno- 
cencic, Adam fell , & what fhould poore Iacke Falftalfe do in the 
daies of villany? thou feeft , / haue more flefh then another man, 
& therfore more frailty. You confefle then you pickt my pocket. 
Prin. It appeares fo by the ftorie. 

Fal. f/oftdTe, I forgiue thee, goe make ready breakefaft,loue 
thy husband, looke to thy feruants , cherifh thy ghefts.thou fhalt 
find mee tra&able to any honeft rcafon: thou feeft /am pacified 
ftill : nay, prethec begone. Exit Hofleffe. 

Now, Hal ; to the newes at Court for therobbery.lad? how is that 
anfwercd? 

Prin. 
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